VII
WE GO ON THE AIR
NEW YORK was shut in by clouds and the topmost build-
ings were wreathed and swathed in wandering mists.
Now and again rain fell, and it was astonishing to see that
even the rain is taller in New York than elsewhere. It is
simply a natural phenomenon, and not an eccentricity, that
everything should be tall in America; tall buildings are the
natural development of the limited area of Manhattan and
its rocky foundation; tall stories spring from the vast area
of the continent, but it was surprising to see such long
streams of rain revealed, as they were, against the high walls,
In the Big City you travel vertically as well as horizontally,
and at the WOR radio station I was removed from the ground
level, which always feels a little out of the picture, to nearer
the centre of the city on a twenty-fourth floor,
" You going on the air with Martha Deane?" inquired the
svelte young princess at the chromium desk. It sounded
delightful, and suggested a flight among the angels.
" All right," sang the princess, " you are in studio five,
Go right in."
" Come right in," sang the engineer in charge of the
studio. " Hang your coat on our seven hundred dollar coat
stand, Mr. Wilkinson," and he waved towards the grand
piano in the corner.
I had come a little early imagining that some rehearsal
would be necessary before my words sailed out over the
American air. I had no idea of what was to happen, except
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